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Policy Box! 


The Omen accepts from any member 
of the Hampshire community. We will not edit 
anything you write, as long as you are willing 
to be responsible for what you say. Libel, 
which we personally find amusing and enter- 
taining for countless hours is just not able to 
be printed in this forum. 
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Ben Sanders Production Editor ba psi bre eee ape 
eee ee ee eae > about anything involving the Hampshire com- 
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editor of the section in which you wish to ap- 
pear, or to Ben Sanders (E-307, box 710), or 
Jonathan Land (E-311, box 527). We prefer 
submissions on disk (IBM or HIGH DEN- 
SITY Macintosh), although hard copy (on 
paper, dumbass) is okay as well. Label your 


Josh Brassard................. Section Hate Editor 
Amber Cortes. ..............0cccecceeeeeeee Music Editor 
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Lauren Rydet............::cccccceeceee Is Finally Back |] stuff well and it will make it back to you with 
Some Chick in Dakin................... Printer Abuse |} no problem. 

So give us your news, commentary, 

"= O NTR : B UTO R S** short fiction, comics, satire, poetry, art, bulle- 

tins, questions, and anything else you can think 

Casey Nordell of, and your beloved community rag will dish 

Nadia Lesy it back 300 times. What better way to be heard? 


“We didn’t invent anything, we just 
repeated it.” 
-Luther Campbell 
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Hello, young lovers, 

This is the Love Daddy, 
comin’ right at cha on WAM... 
What? Huh? I think this 
connection’s crossed. Anyway, 
by the time you read this the 
Spring ’96 semester will be but 
a few days away. Do you know 
what that means? | didn’t think 
so. It’ ll be my third spring semes- 
ter here. 

I'll tell you right off the 
bat, that I have absolutely noth- 
ing to talk about right now, in this 
forum, so if you want something 
even remotely entertaining, just 
do yourself a favor and skip this 
article. I’m going to ramble for 
this page, and then stop. 

Before you flip the page 
though, you should all know that 
Justin Kraft has been kind and 
generous, above and well beyond 
the call of duty. He has lent The 
Omen a scanner for the rest of 
the semester. I now only have to 
leave my room to print The 
Omen out... and eat, and one or 
two other things. Woo-hoo! 
Thank you, Justin. 

O.K., now you really 
shouldn’t read this article any- 
more. Just mosey on along. Well, 
I guess if you’re still reading, I 
should respond to all the com- 
plaints I’ ve been getting because 
the last issue wasn’t offensive at 
all. 

I wholeheartedly apolo- 


What The Hell Is This 


gize, and to make it up to you, 
I'll tell you the things I love most 
about retards. There are three 
things in particular, and here they 
are: 

You know, what I just 
wrote that whole section, and the 
erased it because it was way over 
the edge. I’ ve just erased the most 
morally horrible thing I’ve ever 
written. It wasn’t funny, as much 
as it was nasty and downright 
cruel. I was obviously trying too 
hard. 

I realize that you people 
who are still reading at this point 
(who obviously aren’ t using their 
best judgment when it comes to 
my advice) are my audience, and 
I’m letting you down. I’m sorry. 
Pll make it up to you next week, 
I swear. I’m tired, I’m hungry, 
and I have to get the first of three 
installments of my root canal to- 
morrow morning. Crap, crap, 
crap. 

Oh great, now I’m whin- 
ing, that’s the last thing you want 
out of this article. I hope you all 
can forgive me. Where are you 
all going? Don’t flip the page yet, 
I haven’t even told you that I 
gave out the wrong number for 
the school store in my article last 
week. 

(It really should be 
x5437... shit that was my trump 
card, now they really aren’t go- 
ing to read on.) 


? (Par 1027) 
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[I thought you didn’t 
want people to read this article 
from the get-go.] (I can change 
my mind, can’t I) [Well, you 
don’t seem to be very honest with 
yourself, or your audience, with 
this emotion-toying type of game 
you re playing. You’ re violating 
everyone’s trust, and trying 
everyone’s patience.] (I think 
you re blowing things way out of 
proportion here. Maybe I’ ve de- 
cided that I want people to pay 
attention to what | write instead 
of flipping to the centerfold and 
getting their jollies off of staring 
at some bimbo’s breast implants 
while finding out her turn-offs 
are guys who can’t commit, 
green beans, and Saddam 
Hussein.) [Step back a second. 
This is the editorial in The Omen, 
Hampshire College’s school pa- 
per.] 

(Are you sure?) 

[Does the Pope wear a 
funny bear in the woods?] 

(How long have I gone 
on for?) 

[About a half a page.] 

(I’m sorry. You were 
right, no one should have read 
this article. I’m going to cut out 
now.) 

[Bye.] (Bye.) 


Jonathan Land 
Managing Editor 
Car and Driver 
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The Northampton Arts 
Council and the Greater 
Northampton Chamber of Com- 
merce are pleased to announce 
the first annual A Cappella Fest 
°96: 100% Pure and Unplugged, 
a weekend dedicated to a 
cappella, the vocal tradition of 
group singing unaccompanied by 
any instruments. Building on 
the highly successful collegiate 
a cappella singing competition, 
the Silver Chord Bowl, the Arts 
Council has expanded the open- 
ing weekend of its benefit series 
Four Sundays in February ’96 to 
include an evening production of 
professional a cappella singing, 
The Wide World of A Cappella. 
This evening, Saturday, February 
3rd at 8:00 p.m. at the John M. 
Green Hall at Smith College, 
showcases some of the best a 
cappella singers in the country 
today. Featured will be the Bobs, 
the Persuasions, Sons and Lov- 
ers and the Trembles. These per- 
formers have never shared the 
same stage before and are thrilled 
to be performing on the same bill. 
The Bobs are a four member a 
cappella group known for their 
incredible live show, witty, tune- 
ful, original material and outra- 
geous covers of classic songs. 
They’ ve been together since 
1981 and have sold out venues 
around the world. They have 
been nominated for a Grammy, 


Hampshire ’s own Spontaneous Combustion. 


been the musical commentators 
on National Public Radio and 
have built themselves a legion of 
adoring fans. They are a “band 
without instruments” using just 
their voices and body percussion 
to fill the theater with an orches- 
tra of harmonious sound, accom- 
panying themselves on songs that 
range from soulful to satire, from 
amazing to moving, from famil- 
iar to unimaginable - a show that 
is part theater, part comedy, part 
performance art, but most of all 
a unique evening of music. The 
Persuasions, best known for their 
rendition of “(...thatls the sound 
of the men working on the) Chain 
Gang”, have been performing 
and recording for over 30 years. 
The long-reigning kings of a 
cappella, the Persuasions are the 
originators of the New York 
street sound, a cappella that is 


“smooth-as-a-cool breeze har- 
monizing, sans instrumentation, 
that filled the night air like smoke 
rings under a streetlamp”. While 
their singing is rooted in the gos- 
pel church, they sing rhythm and 
blues, doo-wop, songs from the 
’60s, as well as covers of Paul 
Simon, Willie Dixon, Kurt Weil 
and Bertolt Brecht, to name just 
a few of their eclectic influences. 
Sons and Lovers is a four man 
New York City-based gay a 
cappella group. Founded by 
Elliot Pilshaw, who also co- 
founded The Flirtations, they 
started out in 1993 performing in 
subway stations as part of NY C’s 
Music Under New York program. 
From the subways they’ve 
moved on to performing for near 
capacity crowds in venues as di- 


Continued on page 12 
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Child Rearing - Brassard Style 


Section Hate - 22 January, 
1996 


I was talking on the 
phone with my father the other 
day, and somehow we got onto 
the topic of parenting. More spe- 
cifically, his concerns over the 
job he has done as a parent. His 
big worry, it seems, is that both 
myself and my sister will come 
to hate him and/or my mother for 
something they did wrong as they 
were raising us. Not necessarily 
to hate him unilaterally, but for 
that specific yet vague event or 
choice or punishment or what- 
ever that will have scarred us, 
marred the fabric of our adoles- 
cent development. He is afraid 
of resentment. He is afraid he 
didn’t do a good job. 

I guess, in short, he is 
afraid of becoming his father. 

As the dual-pronged at- 
tack of the mind sciences, psy- 
chiatry and psychology, make 
further advances and become 
more respectable - as phrases like 
“healing your inner child” and 
“sublimating your own sense of 
self” become commonplace in 
our everyday lexicon - the role 
of parent seems to be coming 
under fire more and more. It is 
now not only common, but, dare 
I say, fairly chic to blame your 
parents for your own shortcom- 
ings. You know, the day they 


grounded you for two months 
when they caught you puffing on 
a jay in the back yard really 
scarred you for life, didn’t it? 
Especially because you couldn’ t 
go to the mall or watch your fa- 
vorite sitcom every Tuesday 
night. For two months. Isn’t 
there something in the Constitu- 
tion about cruel and unusual pun- 
ishment? 

I don’t mean to sound 
like I’m putting down psychia- 
try or psychology or therapy or 
social work or whatever - I’m 
not. I think a whole heap of good 
has come out of these fields of 
study and research. I suppose it 
is the ultimate goal, finding out 
just what makes our brains work 
the way they do. I myself have 
benefited from the wonders of 
psychology, and various mem- 
bers of my family, not to men- 
tion various friends, have found 
relief and healing in psychiatry 
and psychology. I’m also not 
saying that how parents perform 
their jobs as parents has no ef- 
fect upon their children, because 
obviously they do. (I could ad- 
dress the whole Nature v. Nur- 
ture argument here, but I don’t 
even want to begin to try to wrap 
my mind around that one right 
now) What I am saying is that 
we in this country have not only 
embraced the mind sciences 
whole-heartedly, we have em- 


braced them too well; that, in our 
fervent search to pin the blame 
anywhere but on ourselves, we 
have found in psychiatry and 
psychology (and the paradigms 
that tag along with them) the per- 
fect scapegoat. And that, in my 
opinion, is wrong. 

Look. Parenting is a 
tough, often thankless job - 
you’ re overworked, way under- 
paid, and you don’t even get ben- 
efits or a 401k. To top it all off, 
you don’t receive any training - 
you re just thrown into the job all 
of a sudden, with only one co- 
worker, no management to speak 
of, and this little crying thing that 
have no idea what to do with. Dr. 
Spock and sundry associates not- 
withstanding, there are no guide- 
books or training manuals to help 
you along. When you get right 
down to brass tacks, it’s all guess- 
work. It’s like putting together 
one of those incredibly accurate 
and painstakingly intricate mod- 
els of a Model-T Ford with no 
instructions and a homemade 
epoxy made from flour and wa- 
ter. And we all know how tough 
those models are anyway, even 
with the instructions and your 
favorite bottle of Elmer’s. So to 
go around laying a uniform blan- 
ket of blame on parents in gen 


Continued on page 8. 
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Chicks, Chicks, And More Chicks!!! 


These days, notions about 
femininity range from the “radi- 
cal feminist” school of thought 
(don’t try to be beautiful, you'll 
only be the muse for J. Random 
Rapist), to the philosophy found 
in Glamour (big boobs, flawless 
makeup, and legs like chopsticks 
make for today’s Successful Ca- 
reer Woman). But it’s hard to 
typify the image dominating an 
age until one has the benefit of 
myopic hindsight. Besides, the 
woman I know best is, well, me- 
-and J neither eschew makeup as 
a pore-clogging tool of The Man, 
nor upbraid myself for non-con- 
formity to Claudia Schiffer’s 
Procrustean ideal. 


There is, however, the bare 
fact that we up-and-coming 
chicks of the ‘90’s have a bizarre 
potpourri of literary influences 
that have shaped our existence. 
Ina time when the classics, how- 
ever “timeless” they are, display 
fewer concrete similarities to 
“the real world,” its politics, and 
mores, being raised on the staples 
of the female literary tradition 
gets more and more confusing. 
Who can read “Little Women” 
these days with the same pure 
enjoyment it afforded during 
adolescence? (for you dyed-in 
the-woo feminists out there, 
don’t even try to tell me you 
didn’t like it when you were ten.) 
Do the simple ideals in “Anne of 
Green Gables” find easy parlance 
with the “progressive” climate of 
the times? And for Pete’s sake, 
how doI reconcile my collection 


of “Cherry” Comics with the 
“Cherry Ames--Stewardess” se- 
ries of my youth? 


Basically, I just can’t see the 
Bobbsey Twins getting along 
with those funky gals from Sweet 
Valley High. Yet any well- 
rounded kid absorbed all of these 
in the early eighties, and it’s left 
a fine mark on our egos that we 
either accept, deconstruct, or flat- 
out condemn. 


And so, in the female spirit 
of processing my influences to 
find out just what the heck is go- 
ing on, I offer the following 
analysis. Much of it is motivated 
by my until-now dormant re- 
sponse to the various analyses of 
“Little Women” that came out 
last year, in response to that 
Winona Ryder fiasco. Scads of 
bitchy writers, it seemed to me, 
took their movie-review oppor- 
tunities to reveal how that won- 
derful book managed to forever 
pervert their sense of woman- 
hood. Well, ladies, if a lesbian 
writer of the late 19th century 
managed to pull sucha whammy 
on your femininity, I suggest you 
stop writing for (among others I 
observed this trend in) Vogue and 
take up something useful, like 
needlepoint. Then you could sew 
your fingers together and stop 
writing such poor-widdle-me 
bullshit (and if the needle made 
its way to your mouth, so much 
the better). 


As if you couldn’t guess, 


my first chick book was the 
much-maligned “Little Women.” 
For you Philistines who haven’t 
read it (and this means you too, 
“guys”) it is the story of four sis- 
ters living just above the poverty 
line during the Civil War. Dad 
has gone off to be a chaplain in 
the Union Army, and Mom (or 
“Marmee” as the text goes) is too 
busy with her various charities to 
be at home much. This leaves 
the girls Home Alone to pretty 
much raise themselves. Oh, sure, 
there’s a token black cook-maid- 
dispenser-of-down-home-ad- 
vice-Northern-version-of-slave 
hanging around, but racial stereo- 
types in American classics is a 
topic I will handle at another 
time. 


So Meg (vain), Jo (virago- 
with-bad-temper), Beth (shy), 
and Amy (spoiled brat) get to 
conquer their various faults with 
only pluck, compassion, and the 
occasional Marmee to lead the 
way. Narrated over a period of 
over ten years, the story leads 
them into marriage, children, 
death, and careers while they 
mature womanhood. Okay. So 
what’s the big deal? 


Well, one writer found the 
struggles of Jo to control her tem- 
per a classic example of how 
women are conditioned to hide 
their feelings. Now, I don’t know 
about the rest of you, but when J 
threatened to kill my sister, my 


Continued on the naxt page. 
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More Chicks, And A Couple Of Babes 


Continued from previous page. 


Mom had a stern talking-to with 
me, as well. Being an explosive 
virago makes for some good sto- 
ries, sure, but there’s a reason 
punching-bags were invented. 
Another writer found Meg’s 
eventual abandon of her “marry- 
ing rich” ideal as a surrender of 
dreams for the lackluster trade- 
off into marriage, twins, and 
crappy poverty. Now, un- 
grounded as I am in contempo- 
rary feminism, I don’t quite per- 
ceive how one would be better 
than the other. And everyone 
seemed to have a problem with 
Beth because she was shy. Well? 
People are shy--it’s a real person- 
ality trait, and sometimes, a prob- 
lem. But, like Beth, we muddle 
through. This doesn’t mean it’s 
“okay,” societally accepted, be- 
cause she’s a girl. It just means 
we play the hand we’re dealt 
with. 


And] don’t want to even get 
started on how contemporary 
Hollywood cast the beautiful 
Winona Ryder into the role of Jo, 
who even at her brightest mo- 
ment in the book, is “plain, 
round-shouldered, and sharp-fea- 
tured.” While Louisa May Alcott 
was able to deal with a less-than 
Cover Girl heroine, our progres- 
sive age was not. And I think that 
says a lot about how “far” we’ ve 
come (Note: not one of the in- 
dignant reviewers found this 
worthy of mention. | assume this 
means giving Jo a nose job and a 
winning smile was a step up for 


womyn everywhere.). 


My latest reading of this 
book was over Christmas Break; 
I can’t even begin to tally the 
many times I’ve read it. And 
bugger what you all think--my 
femininity is just as unperverted 
as the next beer-swigging, porn- 
watching pre-law student. Aha! 
Hard to contradict that one, isn’t 
it? 


Moving on to the other side 
of the female spectrum, and, in- 
cidentally, the other side of the 
Civil War, we have the classic 
Gone With the Wind. Reader be 
warned, as mentioned before, this 
is not the time or place to deal 
with racial stereotypes in the 
American novel (though 
Mammy knows I could). What 
we will deal with here, instead, 
is hard-core female assertiveness, 
despite the fact that (first sen- 
tence) “Scarlett O’ Hara was not 
beautiful.” 


I can hear the shirks of 
avenging maenads now, but in 
my mind, Scarlett O’ Hara will 
always be a version of unmiti- 
gated female uberwenchness. To 
contradict my self, it takes real 
balls to marry once for spite, once 
for money, and once for pure fun 
(= money), bear some brats along 
the way, and delude yourself into 
loving the local Sensitive New 
Age Guy. There wasn’t anything 
Scarlett balked at doing, when it 
needed to be done. Ignoring the 
female conventions of the time 
(pretending men were smarter 


than you and being nice to 
people), Scarlett would have 
eaten those Yankee Little Women 
without bursting a corset string. 
Yet both books manage to pro- 
vide strong female archetypes for 
consideration and review--be- 
cause Alcott and Mitchell, far 
surpassing many women of to- 
day (except Salt’n’ Pepa), real- 
ized that womanhood ain’t about 
nothing but a she thang. 


Anne of Green Gables was 
a girl who worked her way 
through college, believed in loy- 
alty to friends, and had six kids 
(i.e., she was good in bed). Men- 
tion her name these days and you 
can instantly upgrade your ros- 
ter of assholes with condescend- 
ing smiles. The only person I can 
chat with about this book is my 
theater-fuck friend Tom, who of 
course needs to be in touch with 
his feminine side for the sake of 
his Art. Atleast the recent Disney 
production of this book only 
slightly mauled the original 
(squished time line). 


Ego time: One can digest 
and admire these women if one 
doesn’t feel threatened by their 
identities. Character type does 
not mean character mold. For 
those people who need to pattern 
themselves after someone, 
maybe you should just stay away 
from books and TV altogether. In 
other words, anyone who com- 
promises her femininity via 
Nancy Drew had also better stay 


Continued on next page. 
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Just Send Them To Summer Camp 


Continued from page 5. 


eral is just a tad disrespect- 
ful and grievously over-general- 
ized. 

I’m not saying that some 
parents do some horrible things 
- the evidence is there, so I’m not 
even going to try to state other- 
wise. Abuse, molestation, incest, 
neglect - it all happens. Humans 
can be pretty damn despicable, 
it’s true. But to take those cases 
- in the minority, to be sure - and 
categorize them as the norm for 
parents around the country 
wrongly buys into the lowest 
common denominator theory. 
Not all parents are like Susan 
Smith. I think it’s important that 
we remember that. 

So, when my father talks 
to me about his fears that his chil- 
dren are going to hate him for 
something he did wrong while 
raising us, I get mad. Not at him, 
but at the societal mind-set that 
has led to these ungrounded 
fears. My father has his short- 
comings, as do we all, but both 


he and my mother were great 
parents. I’m not touting them as 
perfect; they made their fair share 
of mistakes . . . but they were 
young. They didn’t know exactly 
what they were doing. They had 
to guess, go with gut instincts and 
feelings, improvise. And, for the 
most part, it worked. They did a 
fine job. I’m not-fucked-up in 
any major way - c’mon, let’s face 
it, we’re all fucked-up in some 
way - and my problems, my mi- 
nor psychoses or whatever, are 
mine. I remember once, when I 
was sixteen and incredibly fool- 
ish (as opposed to being twenty- 
one and marginally foolish), I got 
into a fight with my mom and 
said that all my problems were 
her fault. I called her a bitch... 
for which she rightly gave me a 
couple of good, solid slaps across 
the face. And you know what? I 
was wrong. Ina big way. And I 
don’t think Ill ever forget that 
incident, because it was the only 
time either of my parents lifted a 
hand against me, and because | 


said such horrible things to the 
people who were trying to raise 
me the best way they knew how. 

I guess I’m trying to say 
that I’m sorry. 

And that’s enough for 
this week’s stroll through Section 
Hate. I apologize for the sappi- 
ness in this week’s article... no, 
fuck it, I don’t. You got a prob- 
lem with it? suggestions? hate 
mail? Send ‘em my way, you 
pus-infested tapeworm: Box 21 
(via snail mail) or 
jobF92 @hamp.hampshire.edu 
(via email). Or, dammit, write 
for The Omen. Let your inner 
child wail as a thousand people 
watch. It’s good therapy. 

So, till next we meet in 
my little subjective corner of the 
universe, remember, kiddies: 
keep your feet on the ground, but 
keep reaching for the stars. 

So... tell me about your 
thppth... 


Josh Brassard 
Section Hate Editor 


Girls, Girls, 


away from the Bible, 
Shakespeare, and Dilbert. Litera- 
ture was not churned out for the 
easily suggestible. 


Of course, I could be wrong. 
One thing is for sure, though-- 
Scarlett O’ Hara could kick 


Girls, Cont. 


Gloria Steinem’s butt any day of 


the week, even if Gloria knows 
more about Lamaze. 


Stephanie Cole 

News Editor (all though 
you’d never know it) 
The Hampshire Omen 
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Unsilent Lucidity 


V: Lucid Cartooning 


Regardless, we’ re all acting 
like the sheep giving the hoof or 
the one with its butt out the win- 
dow, rather than the one driving. 
We think it’s cool to moon the 
adversities of life as we pass 
them by, but without the driver, 
it s just our ass hanging out the 
passenger’s side window 
of a car careening off the 
roadside of life. Look at 
the life in the eyes of the 
sheep-driver; it’s the kinda 
stuff that Tolkein would 
take a dozen pages to ex- 
plain thoroughly, but §& 
Larson leaves us with in an 
instant, and it sticks with 
you, like an aftertaste. 
Guess who’ ll be tellin’ the 
tale of their joyride to the 
rest of the flock later? The 
driver: “And so then I de- 
cided to pass farmer Bob, § r 
and Earl stuck his butt out Bi 
the window...” First per- & 
son. 

Moreover notice § .@¥ 
that a one frame black and ™ 


white comic is certainly wortha 


thousand words, and quite a bit 
more than 8,800 hours worth of 
computer processing. This snap- 
shot of irony is arguably “better” 
than Toy Story just as, microcos- 
mically, the sheep-driver is argu- 
ably “better” than the up-yours- 
sheep or the mooner sheep, if you 
were to pass such judgments. It’s 
a picture of a sheep driving a car, 
and subsequently the sheep driv- 
ing the car is the most important, 
though perhaps overlooked, one. 


VI: Lucid Rambling 


The same should hold true 
for the job of living your life, but 
I don’t want to preach too.much 
here because: 1) only half the 
school’s here to hear me, 2) it has 
recently been brought to my at- 
tention by several people that no 


now; learn to speak your native 
language. It’s called the subjunc- 
tive case. Look it up!) It’s just 
like those people who think that 
the stock market, 5000 on the 
Dow Jones industrial average for 
the first time ever, is now there- 
fore perfectly peachy keen! Fuck 
that! It’s gonna crash before sum- 


one understands my rambling 


Sheep thar pass in the night 
columns anyway (even though, 
to many’s disbelief, they scarily 
make perfect sense to me) (I 
don’t even know why I bother, 
sometimes... just to help Jon fill 
up his little rag in a time of need?) 
and frankly 3) it’s hypocritical, 
and furthermore just plain annoy- 
ing (but so are those people who 
use “was” where “were” should 
be in cases like “If I was...” 

or ‘I! wish I was...” elch! 
Come on people, you’re adults 


earn the pattern, realize 
hat you’re living, drive 
ithe car, and for gods’ 
sakes get your hairy ass 
in the window... it’s 
freezing outside. 


VII: Lucid Con- 
cluding 


ve And so ends the Lu- 
ee icid saga of JanTerm 96. 
@a Expect another mini-se- 
Seearies of articles next 

fea JanTerm (possibly 
fisooner, depending on 
‘ show much time, motiva- 
, < tion, and inspiration I 
fthave), which are hope- 
fully better than this one. 
"And anyone out there feel 


free to drop me a note anytime. 


P’m box 13, and I love to get mail. 
Walking into the post office ev- 
ery week to actually feel excite- 
ment at getting the Career Op- 
tions Resource Center mailout 
(yes! someone likes me!) is a 
pretty pathetic lifestyle... even for 
Wintercamp. Au Revoir. 


Treppanrant by: K, 
Casey Nordell 
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Nadia’s 12 Guidelines For 
Heterosexual Women And Men 


(I’m straight. I hate people 
who try to write from another 
person’s perspective but really 
don’t know what the hell their 
talking about. Well, maybe some 
of these guidelines may apply to 
those of a different sexual per- 
suasion.) 


1. Before you have sex, 
make sure your partner(s) have 
the same intentions you do. If 
your thinking “T just want to fuck 
him or her cause its fun” and the 
other party involved is thinking 
“This is going to be one of the 
most meaningful moments in my 
life,” then there is a serious lap 
in communication...no shit?!! 


2. However, if both partners 
decide to “share”’ their intentions 
with one another, make sure you 
do not find yourself saying , “I 
love you”, when you actually 
mean “I want to fuck you.” And 
never, ever respond to a person’s 
wishes which are contrary to 
yours by saying, “That’s okay 
with me,” when you really are 
thinking, “He or she doesn’t re- 
ally think that, they’ll change 
their mind.” 


3. Never fool around with 
your friend’s partner without 
their expressive permission. Not 
only may you destroy the rela- 
tionship between your friend and 
their current boy/girl friend, but 
their relationship to you. Besides, 
after a time you may realize that 
the person was not even worth it. 


4. Being in love with some- 
one is cool, but never center your 
life around them. And if they tell 
you to get a life, don’t start call- 
ing them five times a day and ask, 
“What ‘cha doing?” 


5. If you have only known 
someone for two weeks, don’t 
start asking them about when 
they would like to get married 
and how many kids they want to 
have. 


6. Don’t ever accuse a per- 
spective partner of being lame/ 
egotistical/racist/irrational/stu- 
pid. If they bother you that much, 
don’t bother insulting them, just 
leave. 


7. Remember that the avail- 
able men/women do not only 
exist on this campus. Check out 
the other colleges, or maybe your 
friendly neighborhood gas sta- 
tion. Hmmm...... 


8. Try to find a midpoint 
between overanalyzing the risks 
of becoming involved with 
someone and proclaiming your 
undying love for them after hav- 
ing talked to them for five min- 
utes. 


9. If it talks like a dud, walks 
like a dud and smells like a 
dud...you know. 


10. If you are a man, don’t 
be intimidated by women who 


come on to you...who knows, it 
could be fun!!! 


11. If your a woman, re- 
member this rule, “Three strikes 
and your out.” This concept ap- 
pears to be simple, but sometimes 
its hard to keep count. 


12. Last but not least, if you 
are not really interested in some- 
one, don’t respond to his or her 
invitation to visit/call you with a 
“yes”? when you really mean 
“no”. Their ego won’t be 
crushed, your not that hot...justa 
waste of time. 


by Nadia Lesy 
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Twelve Monkeys 


Twelve Monkeys is a two 
hour sweeping journey leaping 
sporadically through time, a sci- 
ence fiction movie based on La 
Jette (an old 1950's science fic- 
tion movie) but made into a dis- 
tinctly 1990’s flick through the 
mind of Terry Gilliam (Brazil, 
The Fisher King) and the starring 
roles of Bruce Willis, Madeline 
Stowe and Brad Pitt. It is the 
future: five billion people have 
been wiped out by a virus that 
mysteriously and suddenly ap- 
peared in the year 1996. The sur- 
vivors moved below the infected 
earth and formed an under- 
ground, militant dictatorship and 
are now planning to send some- 
one back in time to find a sample 
of the virus so that it can be cured 
in the future. That someone is 
played by Bruce Willis, a politi- 
cal prisoner with a photographic 
memory of the events of 1996. 


Although this is the general 
plot, the thing that is so catching 
about the movie is the endless 
complexities, plot twists and side 
stories that revolve around his 
quest back in time. The ending 
is aseries of surprises that makes 
you wonder what was really go- 
ing on the whole time. It is all 
presented in a fast paced, excit- 
ing way that kept you following 
the action at the edge of your seat. 
It kind of reminds me of some- 
thing that has been lost in mov- 
ies for quite some time— the fact 
that you can just sit back in the 
theater and still be scared, 
thrilled, and yet comfortably pas- 
sive. 


I myself have never been a 
fan of science fiction movies; I 
hate having to “suspend my dis- 
belief” so much when certain 
things to me just seem ridiculous 
and/or implausible. But Terry 
Gilliam creates a believable and 
even artistic backdrop to the story 
in the way that he presents his fu- 
turistic society-a high tech under- 
ground nightmare of endless 
machinery, metal pipes and 
wires, computers and large, scary 
gadgets, and strange scientists. 
When Bruce Willis emerges from 
this dark world onto the surface 
clad in protective gear, the city 
looks like the spooky, deserted 
place one would expect after a 
virus had killed off more than 
half of the earth’s population. 
1996 is the kind of place anyone 
would expect-gritty, urban and 
violent. The movie also plays a 
lot with the idea of sanity — what 
it really is in such an insane 
world, how sanity can change 
definitions and shapes and forms. 
Psychiatry is indeed a new sort 
of religion, and Gilliam really 
had something to say about psy- 
chiatrists and doctors in this 
movie- mainly that they can not, 
and should not, judge who is sane 
and really should not have the 
power that they do in many situ- 
ations. The psychiatrists like to 
mold sanity into what they be- 
lieve is right but do they really 
have a place to judge? 

The part of the movie that 
takes place in the 1996 loony bin 
is alittle too much like One Flew 
Over The Cuckoo’s Nest, and al- 
though I was more impressed 


with Brad Pitt’s acting in this 
movie than J am in most of his 
other roles (he played a deranged 
mental patient suspected of 
spreading the virus) someone 
should let him know that it is act- 
ing, not twitching, that really 
ears you that Oscar. Both Bruce 
Willis and Madeline Stowe were 
excellent in their roles as well, 
although there were one too 
many bare naked butt shots of 
Bruce than I cared to deal with. 


All in all, a great movie, a 
fun and exciting ride and even 
some intelligent issues put in 
there as well. I’ve noticed how 
right the timing was for this 
movie, an apocalypse movie 
four years before the next millen- 
nia, the end of the world is ona 
few people’s minds. It was 
enough to give me a little apoca- 
lypse nightmare of my own. Sci- 
ence Fiction people will love to 
talk about all the irregularities 
dealing with the paradox of time 
travel, itis completely unpredict- 
able and the end will leave ev- 
eryone debating what really hap- 
pened. Then there is the issue of 
the future-can it be changed or is 
it written in stone? There is even 
a good little love story sub plot 
involved as well. In the end, the 
movie will definitely put anyone 
in for a shock, and in this time 
of mediocre and predictable 
movies, Twelve Monkeys stands 
out. Last time I checked it was 
playing at Hampshire Six Cin- 
emas by the mall-check it out. 


Amber Cortes 
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A Cappella Continued 


Continued from page 4. 


verse as Eighty Eights, a 
West Village cabaret, to the Cre- 
ating Change conference in Ra- 
leigh, North Carolina. Last Year 
they opened the Stonewall 25 
Rally in Central Park where they 
performed for over 80,000 enthu- 
siastic fans. 

Rounding out the Wide 
World of A Cappella are The 
Trembles, a three woman group 
also from New York City. They 
were voted the “Top Female A 
Cappella Group” in 1995 at the 
Harmony Sweepstakes, a New 
York regional a cappella compe- 
tition. Until recently they have 
been performing at benefit con- 
certs with the late Maxene 
Andrews of the famed Andrews 
Sisters. Their repertoire includes 
music from the ’30s through to- 
day, along with their own origi- 
nal work. Tickets forThe Wide 
World of A Cclppellc~ are 
$15.50 general admission and 
$12.50 for students in advance. 
They are $18.00 for everyone at 
the door. Tickets for this event 
will be sold through the 


Northampton Box Office, 
Thorne’s Market, Northampton, 
(413J 586-8686 or 1-800-THE 
TICK, and at State Street Fruit 
Store in Northampton and For the 
Record in Amherst. | On Sun- 
day, February 4th at 2:00 p.m. at 
the Academy of Music Theater, 
A Coppella Fest ’96: 100% Pure 
and Unplugged closes with the 
12th annual Silver Chord Bowl. 
With one member each from the 
Bobs, the Persuasions, Sons and 
Lovers, and the Trembles as 
judges, this annual collegiate a 
cappella competition takes on 
added significance. This year the 
Bowl will feature one of the fin- 
est women~s groups in the 
Northeast, Yalels Whim ‘n 
Rhythm; our first all African- 
American group, the Inspiration 
from the University of Pennsyl- 
vania; The Jabberwocks from 
Brown University; the Smith 
College Noteables; the Amherst 
Colleqe Zumbyes; Hampshire 
College’s Spontaneous Combus- 
tion and The Mt. Holyoke Col- 
lege V-8’s. Tickets are $5.00 per 
person in advance or $7.00 at the 


door. Tickets are now available 
at the Guild Art Centre and State 
Street Fruit Store in 
Northampton; Cooper’s Corner 
in Florence; For the Record in 
Amherst; Blodgett’s Music Store 
in Springfield and World Eye 
Bookstore in Greenfield. A 
Cappella Fest ’96: 100% Pure 
and Unplugged is co-sponsored 
by the Northampton Arts Coun- 
cil and the Greater Northampton 
Chamber of Commerce. All pro- 
ceeds will benefit programs of 
the Council and of the Chamber. 
The entire series, Four Sundays 
in February ’96, is partially 
funded by grants from the Na- 
tional Endowment for the Arts, 
the Massachusetts Cultural 
Council and the New England 
Foundation for the Arts, with ad- 
ditional support from Commu- 
nity Health Plan, the Daily 
Hampshire Gazette, Massachu- 
setts International Festival of the 
Arts, Eastside Grill, and the 
Greater Northampton Chamber 
of Commerce. For further infor- 
mation, call Bob Cilman or Mary 
Kasper at 586-6950, ext. 269. 


